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a. The T 'agedy of Othello 

S/4. The worfc welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores, 

In honeft plameneffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thce,and now mrnadne , 

Being full of Popper, and diftetnpertog draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucry,doft thou come 
Toftart any quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. , 

•Bra. But thou muft needs be lure 

My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee, 

it VfcS^"'*^***?* 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure foule I come to y ^ win not f erue God, if the 

lAovte , arenow making the Beaft with two back*. 

•Bra. Thouartavillame. 

Ug. You are a Senator. thce R j ^ 

Ift be rwitataji VO ur faire daughter 

Tranfported with no worfe n j Gmdeli^ 

But withakoaue of h JJJl* . 

To the groffc clafpesof a ^^wance. 

If this be knowne ,o y andfawey wrongs? 

Wee then haue done you bdd and la ^ ^ # 

Bur. if you know . Do not beleeue . ThaE 

Wee ^ue your wrongrebuKe u ^ i aa* 
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That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence, 
Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue 
I fay againe) hath made a groflfe reuolr, ' 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagancand wheeling Stranger, 

Ofhere, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe • 
If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofc on me the Iuftice of the. (late* 

For thus deluding you. 

'Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame," 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already ; 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mail leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholcfome to my place 
To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (hall,) 

Againlt the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How eucr this may gaule him with fome checfce) 
Cannot withfafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d 
With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now Hands in ad) thatfor their foules ' 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinelfe, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figneof loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

E»/«* Brabantio tn his nightgown, Andfermm 

with Torches. 

Bta. It is too true an euill, gone (he is - 

And what s to come of my defpifed time, 

Isaoughtbut bitternefie now Roderig^ 


Wherf- 






